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“That's a good melody," Roger said, smiling approvingly when Barrett stopped to play a piece of a new song. 
Syd looked at him quickly and put a guitar on the floor. 

“Does it really sound good to you?" 

“Yeah: We can also add something to it" 

They were sitting on the floor in Roger's house. All Roger's stuff laid there in a mess, but the room looked 
pretty comfortable. 

“What do you wanna do?" 

"Let me try, " Roger took a guitar from Syd's hands, having touched his fingers with his own 

Now the melody sounded a little different, Roger completed the melancholic romantic notes with sharp, 
stubborn-sounding ones. 

“So how was it?" 

Syd shrugged his shoulders and looked out of the window on a burning sunset. 


“Its pretty late now," he said in a low voice. 


"Yeah. Anyway: What do you think about my version? 

Barrett slightly grinned, and Roger thought that he will probably go crazy because of his mood swings. 

“I've told you it's already late and | have such a feeling :" 

“What feeling?" 

“It's like a vibration, Rodgie. And it's of a warm colour - yellow or orange." 

“Don't you talk about the colors again!" 

Syd glanced at him, and in his eyes something flashed, something heavy and sweet, like honey, but not pain and 
not melancholy. Was it: Desire? 

“It is time for me to:" 

Surprised by changing behavior of his friend, Waters moved closer to him and said: “You really wanna leave?" 
Barrett remained silent. Roger realised that it was one of such moments when it was better not to touch Syd, 
when he needed to stay alone with his own thoughts. But did Syd want it? 

“And what it's like, this orange feeling?" 

“It's like you used to feel warm, and now it's cold, but you can still remember the heat and its colors." 

“| understood, | guess," - Roger moved closer than before, very close to Syd's face. 

" Look at me, Syd 

"| can't. Today's enough of sensory overload for me." 

“But you said that" 

Barrett continued looking at something on the floor. 

"| can't stay, Rodgie. | feel everything differently. Sometimes its just too much of everything. And not 
everything is pleasant to me." 

“And | want to try something," Roger closed his eyes and met Syd's lips. He felt pleasant goosebumps all over 
his body. It seemed he'd loose control if he continued kissing him like that. He placed his hands to Sya's waist, 
and it was difficult for him to breathe. It was like euphoria. 

He stopped when he felt Barrett's palms on his chest. 

“What is it? Does is it feel bad to you?" 

“It is really overwhelming. It is hard to me to look you in the eyes.” 

Without hesitation, Waters embraced the sitting guy from behind so Syd's head rested on his shoulder. 
“What about this, Syd?" 

Syd turned his head to face him and smiled encouragingly. 

Roger ran his hand through Syd's curls behind the ear and kissed Syd on a corner of the mouth. Closeness of 
a warm body of his friend made him breathe more often 

“Does it feel good to you?" 

"Yes" 

Roger started unbuttoning Syd's satiny shirt and, not hearing any complaints from Syd, continued with it. 
Barrett shrank and said with a chuckle: “You want to freeze me. Your hands are cold. 

“That's not true! Here's simply a guy who's too hot, Mr. Barrett. And its you." 

"No, Rodgie, its you. Or do you have something in your pocket? Maybe a lamp or something?" 

“Don't tease me." 

Roger realised that Cyd started to relax slowly and tried to pull him by the hand towards the bed. 

His move was too fast and unexpected and Syd backed off. 

Waters understood his mistake and said in a soft voice: “If you don't want, we'll just stop." 


“What are you talking about?" 


“We'd better not to sit on the floor, let's go to bed, it's not so cold there." 

“Fine. 

Syd was lying on one side of a bed, resting his head on the hand. He felt cold being shirtless, but it was quite 
pleasant. And Roger's hot breath near his ear felt pretty good, too. Than his hands moved tostthe belt of his 
trousers. 

Without facing resistance, Roger slowly undid a belt, stroking Syd's arousal through the boxers. 

Barrett arched his spine and his soft dark curls touched Roger's face. 

The strokes were overwhelming for Syd, he closed his eyes even and saw an orange color, felt heat and 
enjoyed pleasant touch of Roger's fingers. 

“Don't stop." 

But when Syd was close to the climax, Roger stopped. He took off his T-shirt and trousers and pressed his 
body to Syad's. 

"| cant wait any more, | really want it, Syd. But tell me if something's wrong." 

Then Syd turned his head to him and kissed him on a cheek 

Roger understood that he should continue and said: 

“I'll go to the kitchen We should prepare you." 

Having returned with oil, he lay down behind Syd and stroked Barrett's spine. 

“Relax. Just relax." 

When one finger slipped into Syd's opening, the muscles tensed, but Roger soothingly kissed his neck. 

The second finger touched the quy's prostate and he moaned. 

“Does it hurt?" 

“No, go on" 

Roger added the third finger, stretching Syd and stroking his sensitive spot. 

“Syd, | can't wait any long," Roger slowly entered his body, kissing Syd's neck and shoulders. 

Barrett half-moaned half-groaned, and Roger realized that he did something right. 

He was stroking Syd's waist gently when he started to speed up a bit. 

It didn't feel good to Syd, his muscles tensed so hard that Waters began to make him relax: “Calm down 
Please." 

Cyd glanced at him with darkened eyes which looked so innocent that Roger kissed his gently. 

“Go on" 

Waters didn't hesitate, having found a right angle making Syd moan, and felt close to orgasm. his friend's 
narrow body, its heat and Syd's trust and openness which he showed him today brought Roger to climax. 
When it was over, Barrett pressed his body into his stronger and asked: 

"Did you see a flash of orange? It was like a lightning!" 

"Yes, Syd, | saw." 

“Really 

“Of course no," Rodgieslaughed. " | just felt something in my head, like it was being tickled by a feather, first 
gentle, then stronger and it was like an explosion after. 

“This was your heat. Orange heat." 

"| don't know. Let's just sleep," he kissed Syd's shoulder and closed his eyes. 

Syd didn't sleep for a while. He felt a wave pleasant weakness all over his body, but he didn't want to sleep. He 
thought about many things. About Roger and a small feather he'd probably tickle him with, about his guitar, 


about a new song, and about that he wasn't really cold any more. And it didn't matter of what color the heat 
was, but the person sleeping next to him with whom he felt this heat with really mattered something to him. 


